MECHANIZED    NOMADS

ABOUT MYSELF

My father and my mother I have lost,

An orphan child, I walked among the deer

For days and nights . , .

No human words I heard,

I only knew the lowing of young deer,

I never washed myself with water, for

It was the rain that washed me of itself.

An orphan, then,

I worked and slaved

For other people, a drudge.

I wore fur-jackets (not my own),

I carried wood and ice

And was a Son of Frost.
I never came to see fat meat.
For all I ate were scraps.
I never tasted proper food,
Berries alone I ate.

I never saw things fair and light,

Except the Sunshine fair . .  .

I fought the mighty Frost, I was

In sore need, and to sleep

I often went half-starved.

But, like a bird's white young, out of dark night
I rose at daybreak, orphan that I was,
And I became a Son of Splendid Day.
I am no more a shepherd for the deer,
A teacher I will be for many a man.
I left off carrying wood and ice, I now
Keep studying hard, a writer I will be
And I will put smooth speech into men's lips
And open many eyes on many a thing.

Like a blind egg, I lived in darkness, and

I had no knowledge in me and no wit,

But Lenin showed all men a new, bright life.

When I knew that, I took the Lenin way,

I took the way of Lenin, straight and fair.
I strive to make the life of Ewens bright,
I want them all to know who Lenin was.
(Translated from Lanrut into Russian by B. Levin.    English
version by Lydia Averianova.)
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